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head of mightier legions than Rome ever knew. No King
comes now to make his State entry into Dresden's Royal
Court of Honour, no King to lead his troops through
Munich's triumphal Arch.
The Imperial megalomania has faded into the past, the
throne is no longer occupied by that august operatic star, that
neurasthenic amateur journalist who, unlike the self-controlled
Edward VII, was devoid of all self-discipline, yet preached the
doctrine of Discipline to his subjects.
And it was ordained that the use of Billow's rare talents
was to be entrusted to these clumsy, untrained hands. . . .